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richly embroidered with gold and silver. Greatly it con,
trasted with their own attire and that of their companions,
which was plain and, indeed, shabby. As they worked one
of them burst into repeated fits of laughter, but the other
was more sedulous, and, looking grave, seemed to reprove
her. A man was feeding with sticks a fire, over which
boiled a great pot; a middle-aged woman was stirring its
contents. A young man was lying asleep upon the grass ;
an older one was furbishing up a sword. A lightly built
but large waggon was on the other side of the road, the
unharnessed horses feeding on the grass.

A little dog shrilly barked when I came up, but I was
not afraid of dogs ; I flourished my stick, and the laughing
girl called out c Harlequin,' and the cur ran to her. I
stopped and enquired of the fire-lighter the distance to the
town where I hoped to sleep. Not only did he* not answer
me, but he did not even raise up his head. It was the first
time in my life that I had not obtained an answer. I waft
astonished at his insolence. * Sir,' I said, in a tone of
offended dignity, * how long is it since you have learnt not
to answer the inquiry of a gentleman ? *

The laughing girl burst into a renewed fit. All stopped
their pursuits. The fire-lighter looked up with a puzzled
sour face, the old woman stared with, her mouth open, and
the furbisher ran up to us with his naked weapon. He had
the oddest and most comical face that I had ever seen. It
was like that of a seal, but fall of ludicrous mobility. He
came rushing up, saying with an air and voice of mock
heroism, * To amis, to arms !'

I was astonished, and caught the eye of the laughing
girl. She was very fair, with a small nose, and round
cheeks breaking into charming dimples. When I caught
her eye she made a wild grimace at me, and I also laughed.
Although I was trudging along with a knapsack my dress
did not befit my assumed character, and, in a moment of